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Summary: Nate was a lonely soul. On his 5th birthday, his older brother, Sam had given him the best gift he could ever wish for. A friend.





	1. Empty Space

Nate curled himself on the couch with his sketch book on his lap. Lightly running his HB pencil against the rough textured surface. He was concentrated and in the zone. Creating the image of the neighborhood cat which seemed to roam around everyone's front yard. His wrist jerked, making small dashes to cover the line art in fur. Looking almost life like, he could almost touch the soft brushing against his fingertips. "**NATE!**" All of a sudden, one dash became a dark, jagged line which skid across the page. His zone had finally broke at the sound of his new guardian. "Crap..." the young man hissed, dropping his book on the seat and tucking the pencil behind his right ear. "What is it, Sullivan?" he approached him with an irritated glance.

An envelope was given to him. "Who's Harry Flynn?" Sully raised his brow.

Nate rolled his eyes and snatched the letter off his hands. "No one... Now leave me be!"

The adolescent seemed grumpier than usual. It was not like him to be so rude. Sully resisted to fight back and remind himself, Nate is a growing kid going through a lot of changes. Regardless of how much it hurt. It felt like only yesterday he took the young boy under his wing. Though, growing together felt like a lifetime.

That night, the two sat at the dining table. Sully pouring gravy on his steak, while Nate prodded his meat with his knife and fork. The young man had lost his appetite since breakfast. By the looks of it, his angry scowl had never left his face. "Sully?" Nate broke the ice, placing his utensils on the plate. His voice was so raspy, as if he were to cry at any moment. "I feel empty..." he slowly bowed his head and rested his face against both palms. Sully immediately stood up from his seat by the time he saw the young boy's shoulders quiver. It wasn't his ring that made him feel whole. Nor his sketchbooks. But their first encounter, Nate was alone. Possibly living on the streets of Colombia- judging by his unclean appearance.

"You're not alone, kid." he spoke with reassurance "Look, I don't know what's making you upset like this. Do you have any friends close by?"

Nate shook his head

"Family mem-"

Fists slammed against the table causing the silverware to jump and his glass of water to tilt and spill all over his dinner. "**I TOLD YOU NOT TO BRING THAT UP!**" The word, _family_ stung him like picking a fresh wound. With force, he pushed his chair back, making room for him to stand. But Sully wrapped his arms around his torso like a boa constrictor. He wriggled and attempted to fight his way through his grip, but Sully was too strong. Nate's body relaxed but he continued to quiver.

o-o

Ten years ago, Nate tucked his knees to his chest whilst curled up on the sofa. The TV was on, but he averted his gaze. Eyes glued to the carpet beneath his toes. That beautiful summer sun had been avoided. Children laughing and playing in the streets had to be ignored. He was a lonely boy on the day of his 5th birthday, none of the kids enjoyed his company. All except for his older brother, Sam. Sam was his only best friend and guardian, since their parents left without reason. "Nathan." the young boy looked up to his elder with glassy eyes. His nose scrunched as he sniffled before wiping his face with the sleeve of his pajama shirt. The boy sure was lonesome, but seeing his only flesh and blood standing beside him had lifted his spirits. At the corner of his eye, he noticed the envelope below his nose. "What's this?" he asked with a raspy voice and accepting the offer.

A gleeful grin spread from ear to ear on his big brother's face as he watched him examine the envelope. "Happy birthday!" he greeted, but Nate's eyebrow raised at the sender's address. Chuckling lightly as his expression, Sam excitedly sat beside him on the couch. Waiting for him to read this letter. Nate slipped his thumb underneath the sealed fold and ran it across to tear it open. A birthday card suddenly slipped out and landed upon his lap. Sam couldn't help but take the hint of amusement as Nate's lips began to curl into a grin. The card had a print of a green cartoon t-rex wearing a party hat on his head with the caption written in red _Congratulations_! Nate's eyes grew with wonder and awe, once he finally opened up the card. _You're not a fossil (yet) _"Happy birthday..."

"An exchange student at my school has a cousin about your age. I asked her if he would like a new friend from here." Before he could say more, Sam had been tackled by his young one's embrace. Unfortunately, the embrace didn't last as he hoped it would. Usually, Nate's hugs would last for a couple of minutes to half an hour. But the ball of energy bounced off the couch and dashed upstairs to his room. Of course, Sam had to follow behind. He's never seen him this excited before.

By the time he reached the top of the stairs, he made his way towards Nate's bedroom. His fist was clenched and raised. And right before his knuckles kissed the mahogany door, he heard his little brother reading out his written words. "Dear Harry, thank you for the card..." his voice trailed off into a melodic hum of his favourite song. Sam grinned widely until he grimaced by the time Nate's sweet humming turned into an ear bleeding scream "**BROTHER, DO YOU HAVE A STAMP?!**"

* * *

><p><em>Author's note: I'm aware Uncharted 4 has yet to be released, but I had to add Nate's brother in for the plot of this fan fiction. <em>


	2. Trust

That night after dinner, Sully went to check up on the boy. He silently opened his bedroom door to find the lamp desk still shining with a dim glow with Nate laying on his back on his bed. Shaking his head and sighing, the elder stood beside the bed to drape the blanket over the exhausted boy. "See you in the morning, kid" muttered Sully. As he approached the lamp, his foot had been blocked by a thick and heavy object. Kneeling down towards the floor, a cardboard box had caught his eye. "Classified" Sully chuckled at the giant letters written in red. Whilst opening the box one flap at a time, he couldn't help but imagine a musical tune building up for suspense, ending with a triumphant fanfare for his discovery. Clusters of letters piled up in that big compartment. Judging by the dusty scent, these letters were still kept from God knows how long Nate had been writing. "Who is this Harry Flynn?" Sully whispered, fishing out one of the letters and examining the address.

The next day had arrived and the golden sun rays shone through the bedroom window. It created a spotlight which shone above the young boy. Clenching his eyes as tight as he could, Nate let out an irritated groan, "Not now, Sam..." His vision was blurry, he couldn't tell who the tall figure at the foot of his bed was. By the time he returned to his comfortable state, eyes widened along with a jittery heartbeat. As quick as a whip, Nate sat upon the mattress. "Sam?"

But once he regained his vision and consciousness, a man much older reached out to him. "It's just me, kid." that familiar voice had sunk Nate's heart. A teardrop had finally let go to run down his cheek. "H-how long have you been standing there?" he asked in a whisper "Y'know watching me sleep makes me uncomfortable, right?" Right before his very eyes, Sully had pulled out a couple of envelopes. All stamped and addressed from England with the name '_Harry Flynn_' written in a neat cursive font. Nate's eyebrows furrowed while Sully's raised. Feeling embarrassed, the young boy shot out of bed to retrieve his possessions, but the old man took a couple of steps back to dodge. "You're not supposed to read those!" he hissed

"Y'know, Nate. I just want to help you. This person- this 'pen pal'...-"

"Alright!" Nate huffed in defeat "Ever since we were five, he's been my only friend. Even when..." he suddenly froze and kept quiet at the thought of his brother's departure. Sully took a couple of steps further to him, placing the letters on the foot of the bed. He didn't bother to ask anymore in case he touched the wound even deeper. Raising his hand as a gesture to stop, Sully didn't want to hear anymore.

"It's alright, kiddo. You got a lot on your plate." Sully spoke in a gentle tone in his voice. He then made his way towards the door. Slowly turning his head to the side, he met his gaze with the young boy one last time. "Speaking of which, your breakfast is getting cold. Hope you like eggs." By the time the elder left, Nate gathered up his letters and returned them to his cardboard box. Staring at his collection with a blank face, he turned to meet his gaze at the open door.

Step by step, his feet slowly stomped his way down towards the bottom floor. It has been a long time since he's carried this box, he forgot how heavy it weighed down on him. "Coming!" grunted Nate. The steps below his feet were difficult for him to see. As he took an other step, he missed and stumbled upon the carpet. Envelopes spilled everywhere. The loud thud had alerted Sully. Quickly placing his cigar in his ashtray outside, he darted towards the living room. "Nate! Are you hurt?" he cried.

"Just my pride" the boy winced in pain at the burning sensation in his ankle

Avoiding the mess, Sully reached out for assistance. He watched Nate struggle to bring his left leg to stand. Using the staircase rail for support, the boy's leg wobbled, making him stand for a short period of time. "Crap..." Nate hissed. Losing his balance and almost slamming himself on the floor again. Sully caught him in his arms and carried him bridal style. "My hero!" Nate smirked as he pretended to swoon.

Rolling his eyes, Sully gently placing him on the couch "Stop being a wise-ass, you scared the sh- ahh... living daylights outta me!" Nate continued to smirk with amusement, he could tell Sully was trying his best not to cuss in front of him. "Look, you're not alone anymore. If you need assistance with anything, I'm here." Suddenly, his amused smirk had faded with the expression of guilt. Sully was right, he was no longer living in the streets or at that strict boarding school. Even the independent need some depending on.

"Now, I'll gather up these letters and give you a better box to put them in. Something that'll last longer."

Before Sully could return to his mess, Nate grabbed his arm. Eye to eye, they met their gaze. Nate took a deep breath before he spoke, "I-I just... wanted to show you these letters- to tell you more about Flynn."

A smile grew beneath the elder's moustache. He was happy to know that the young boy had finally gained his trust.


	3. Man's Best Friend

"You idiot" An amused grin grew from ear to ear and a chuckle escaped his lips. Using his index finger, Harry pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose before they could slide off his face. By the time he'd finished reading his recent letter, he placed it back in the envelope and made his way towards the kitchen. All this reading had made him famished. Opening the fridge and the cupboards, he browsed through to see which food he desired the most. At the back of the fridge, he pulled out a loaf of wholemeal bread and some cheese slices. The crumpling sound of the plastic wrapper from the loaf had caught his chihuahua's attention. Pitter patter of tiny paws trotted across the kitchen tiles. Harry smiled and placed his ingredients on the counter beside the sink. "No, Ziggy" he spoke in a stern voice "You can't have cheese, it gives you gas."

His puppy barked in protest. Begging for his owner to give him his snack. His howls sounded like nails scratching against a chalkboard. Harry wished he didn't teach his dog that. "ALRIGHT, LOVE!" Harry yelled as he took out a container of dog biscuits. They were shaped like bones, which made him wonder why they were even shaped like that. The last time Ziggy ever encountered a bone, he chewed it up and choked on a shard. Luckily, he survived that incident. While waving the treat in the air, Harry demanded him to sit. With his hungry eyes and muzzle pointed to the roof, Ziggy's behind rested against the tiles. His owner smirked and rewarded his pet with a playful pat and the biscuit.

Over the sink, he washed his hands thoroughly with soap and tap water. He'd hate for him to spread bacteria from his dog all over his sandwich. Placing the bread slices on a chopping board, he added a layer of cheddar cheese before he finished building his sandwich and slipping it inside the toaster oven. While waiting, Harry pulled out his favourite mug and dipped in a bag of Earl Grey. The kettle was filled and ready to boil. Harry couldn't wait to eat, even watching his dog chew his treat made him hungrier. "If only Nate could meet you, Zigs" he muttered "I hope his ankle heals quickly."

His sandwich was toasted and the cheese had melted. The kettle had stopped boiling and Harry carefully poured the water into his mug. Bringing his snack towards the living room, he turned the TV on and sunk his teeth into his sandwich. Both hard, toasted textures of the bread combined with the melted softness of the cheese had harmonized in his mouth. He flicked through the channels and came across a documentary of Sir Francis Drake. This reminded him so much of his pen pal. Admittedly, he wished he had a much more adventurous life like Nate. But the closest to an adventure he's had was walking Ziggy to the park and being chased by a bulldog.

The pitter patter sounds were heard once again. And by the time those paws came in contact with the carpet, the pitter patter had softened. Ziggy pounced upon the couch and curled up onto Harry's lap. He looked upon his dog and placed his empty plate on the coffee table. Gently stroking his snow white coat. "You're not sucking up to me just to eat my sandwich are you?" If only animals could talk back, Harry would probably get sarcastic responses. "Too late, mate. I've ea'en it" Ziggy huffed and shut his eyes. Having his wagging tail relax from all the energy he burned.

By the time the credits rolled from the documentary, Harry's mug had emptied. He needed to go to the bathroom, but the weight of his dog had restricted him to move. "Zigs... ZIGS!" the young man tried to grab his attention. Using both hands, he shook his chihuahua which resulted him to get bitten by the hands. Harry yelped and gave Ziggy's rump a spank. "**SOD OFF THEN!**" he yelled angrily. Instead of his dog running off feeling intimidated, he stood on his hind legs and playfully licked his owner's face. "Oh... how could I stay mad at you?" his anger softened with giggles. Carefully, he carried his dog and placed him back onto the carpet floor. "I'll be right back" he ran his fingers against his soft fur coat before making the trip to the bathroom.


	4. Torn

That afternoon, Harry had a guest over. One of his closest friends who moved from Australia, Chloe Frazer. They spent their time discussing this "Nate" character and rereading all the letters he received. From his first letter up to his recent, they watched Nate grow through his handwriting improvements. Harry's eyebrows furrowed and his bottom lip quivered. Cocking her head to the side she looked up to her best friend and bit her lip, smiling. "Are you getting choked up, tough guy?" she asked cheekily. Snapping out of his frozen state, Harry took off his glasses and shook his head in denial. He felt a soothing sensation of Chloe's palm rubbing his shoulders and back making his body relax at ease. "So, have you ever called this guy before?" her eyebrow raised. Harry shrugged his shoulders. The thought of calling someone he's never met in person before was nerve wracking enough. What if he turns out to be a pedophile? What if it's a stupid prank his cousin had pulled?

Harry dropped the letters on his study desk and met his gaze with Chloe. Just for once, he wanted to drop the topic of Nate. The girl flipped open her palms and shot back with an irritated "What?". The computer chair rolled out to give himself some space to move. His two feet stood upon the clean carpet. Eyes refusing to avert. Taking the opportunity of her open palms, Harry held them with his own. His best friend had a hunch to where this was leading up to. She let go and turned her back to him. Her emotions were mixed, she couldn't settle in for one. "Not now, Flynn." The sound of her voice was warm and soft, but the words she spoke had opened his eyes.

"I-I love you." he muttered. At the unexpected turn of events, Chloe faced her best friend with a saddened grin and placed her hand on his cheek. She then reached her free hand on his desk to retrieve his glasses. Placing them back on his face. "I have to go, it's almost curfew" not quite the exact answer he was expecting. Despite being able to see her again and again, Harry wanted her to stay for a while.

He watched her approach the bedroom door, slowly taking one step at a time. Her hand twitched as it came in contact with the doorknob. Quickly brushing a raven strand away from her eyes, she turned to Harry and gave his lips a quick peck. "Goodnight, sunshine." a smile grew on her face. Harry was too dizzy to even form his sentence after his first kiss had been stolen. "Goo... Chlo... Night..." she giggled at the sight of his glasses fogging. After a little wave, she walked down the hall. Ziggy scurried up to her and stood on his hind legs. Placing his front paws on her knees. Chloe gasped and crouched towards his level. Embracing the puppy with cuddles and being covered in licks. "Now... not too much kisses, your owner will be jealous if he walks in on us" she chuckled. Harry blushed and pouted his lips then cleared his throat to grab her attention.

"Shall I escort you out the door?" he asked. Chloe giggled as she noticed the jealous glance he was giving his dog. She carried and cradled his dog on her arms while approaching his owner.

"Relax, Harry. I was just teasing you" she placed a quick peck on the corner of his lips. And at that moment, he took the advantage of turning his head to make his lips meet hers again. His arms were tightly wrapped around her torso and a loud yelp and broken the kiss. The two looked down at the poor, squashed pup. "Sorry Zigs." Harry apologized with a blush. Freeing himself from this embrace, Ziggy dove towards the carpet and scurried himself into the kitchen to play with his chew toy.

Showing off his gentleman side, Harry jerked his arm a little and waited for Chloe to take it. But being the adventurous girl she is, Chloe's fingers intertwined with his own. Side by side, they marched towards the door. Their steps were in sync as well as their heart beats. Harry swung open the front door and smiled at Chloe with shy eyes. He leaned in for an other kiss but his lips had met her index finger "Just... do me a favour and think about Nate, will you?" She released her finger and walked out the door. Leaving Harry standing by his porch with Ziggy trotting next to him.

"What am I to do, Zigs?"

His dog barked in response.

Harry had closed the front door and returned to his room. Sitting at his desk, chewing on his blue ball pen and staring at his empty notepad. Just as when he had enough thinking, the adolescent growled making his pen break at his bite. Blue ink has splattered and spilled all over his lips down to his chin. "SHIT! Shit shit shit... SHIT!" he cursed. Tearing every bit of note paper he had owned. And by the time he was down to his last paper, he picked up one of the letters and stared at it blankly.

'_Dear Nate... How do I know you're real and not some pedophile?_'

The remaining ink of his broken pen had faded to nothing. Harry tossed it in the mini bin which hid under the desk before pulling out an other.

'_We can't send letters anymore_' ... "Because the girl I fell in love with told me so..." He sighed and ripped out the page.

Ziggy looked up to his owner and whimpered.

Harry slammed his pen on the desk and stormed into the bathroom to clean his face. It took almost an hour for the ink to be removed. He had to brush his teeth and get ready for bed. Once he was cleaned and down to his boxers and plain shirt, he sat himself on the edge of is bed and playfully tackled his chihuahua.


End file.
